FROM WEST TO EAST
"Well, you see, I'm a rich man," said Kramin,
returning to his book. "I went to defend my property/'
Lena, passing by Glushkov's cot, noticed that he was
crying. His shoulders and the back of his head shook
not in unison with the jolts of the train, but with its
own, separate movement. The shoulders heaved spas-
modically.
"Sasha," Lena called softly, leaning over him, "Sasha,
what is it?"
He buried his head deep in his pillows, ashamed and
at the same time glad that someone had come close and
pitied him. She stroked his cropped head with both
hands.
"Sasha, it's nothing, it's nothing. ..."
He turned his hot wet face to her. "They think I'm
a coward."
"Sashenka, really! No one thinks that, you're imagin-
ing it, now, don't worry."
"It's something quite different. It's about the sea.
That 111 never get back to it—do you understand?"
"Now be calm, my dear, be calm. A little water, ...
It's nothing."
He swallowed from the cup.
"Hell," he said* "Nerves all gone wrong."
"Nerves, nerves. ... You'll get strong again and have
a rest, settle down and it will all blow over. ..."
But he could not keep his tears back, turned away and
pulled the blanket over his head. The commissar said:
"You should be grateful that your head's where it is,
you can do without a leg." The paralysed man over
there said: you've had a second birth. But nobody
understood that the only thing that mattered was that
he would never get back to his ship.
In his eyes rose, as alive, a high wave: one wall was
dark-green and smooth as glass, the other was wrinkled
up in little live pleats; the crest on the top boiled and
curled up. It brought coolness, salt, vastoess—which
made one's heart falter. .*.
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